
A Yorkshire Trage^, 

5^r.Why fir, 3 geiulcman from the Vniuerfiry fiaies 

below to ^eakc with yon. 

rhc Vniuetfity .?fb,Vniucrfity, 

That long word runs through me. Exit. 

It'f/e.yVss euer Wife fo wretchedly befet ? 

Had not this newes ftept in betwecnc,the point 
Had offered violence vnto my brefl. 

T hat which fbmc women call great mifery. 

Would (hew but little here ; would (catfe beieene 
Among my miferics ; I may compare 
For wretched fortuncs,with all Wiues that arc, 
Nothing will plcafc him,vntill all be nothing. 
Hecalles itflaucry tobepceferd, 

A place of creditc^a bafe fetuitudet 

What (hall become of me,and my poore children i 

Two here, and one at nurfc,my pretty beggers, 

I fee how ruine with a palfie hand 
Begins to (hake the ancient feat to dufi ; 

The heauy weight of forrow,drawcs my lids 
Ouct my dankiih eyes ; I can fcarfe fee ; 

Thus greefe will laft,it wakes and fleepes with me. 
Enter the Husbeini with the MAfier of the Colie Age* 
Huf, Plcafc you draw neerc fir, y’arc exceeding 
welcome. 

iWiri.That s my doubt,I fearc I come not to be wel- 
come. 

/ftf/lYeSihowrocuer. 

Mai.Tis not my fa(hton fir , to dwell in long circum- 
fiance, but CO beplaine and effc^luaUj therefore to 
the purpofe. 

The 


A Yorkshire Tragedy, 

The caufc of my fetting foorth, was pittious & la- 
mentable 5 that hopcfull young gentleman your bro- 
ther, whofc vertucs we all loue dcercly, through your 
default and vnnaturall negligence, lies in bond execu- 
ted for your debt, a prifoncr, aUhisftudies amazed, 
his hope firook dcad,and the ptide of his youth muf- 
fled in thefe darke clouds of oppcclTion, 
^«/:Hum,hura,hum. 

MAtJl. Oh you hauekild the towardefthopebfall 
our Vniuerfity, wherefore without repentance and a- 
mcnds,cxpc^ pandorus and fuddaine iudgmentsto 
fall gricuoufly vpon you j your brother, a man who 
profited in his diuir\eimployments, and might hauc 
made ten thoufand foules fit for heauen,now by your 
eardellccourfcs caft in prifon, which you nrnft an- 
fwcrc for, and affure your fpirit it will comehomc at 
length. HufOh God,ob. 

Ma.'Wik men thinkc ill of you,othcrs fpeake ill of 
youmomanloues you, nay,euen thofe whom hone- 
fiycondemnes, condemneyou; andtake this from 
the vertuous affection I bcare your brother, neucr 
lookc for profperous houre, good thought , quiet 
fleepes, contented walkcs, nor any thing that makes 
man perfe<fijtil you redeeme him : What is your an- 
IWerjiow will you beftowhim .?vpon defperate mife- 
ry, or better hopes 1 fuffer till I heare youranfwere. 

i/«/.Sir, you hauc much wrought with me, 1 feels 
you in my foulc.you are your artes mafler. 

I ncucr had (cnee til nowj your fillables hiuc cleft me 
Bothfor your words and pains 1 thanke you:I cannot 

but 




